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ENDYMION; 

OR, 

THE  NAUGHTY  BOY  WHO  CRIED  FOR  THE  MOON. 


Scene  First. — Diana' s  Retreat  in  the  Valley  of  Gargaphia; 
a  thick  Forest ,  in  the  centre  of  which  is  a  lake  with 
Nymphs  floating  in  the  water ;  other  Nymphs  grouped 
about  among  the  trees ;  Clymene,  Polydora,  Nyce, 
Eudea,  Coralypso,  and  other  Nymphs  seated  at  various 
occupations— -needlework,  <£*c. 

Song  and  Chorus  o/N  ymphs. — Air,  “  Under  the  Greenwood 

Tree.” 


Under  the  greenwood  tree, 

Who  thinks  it  nice  to  be, 

From  the  bustle,  glare,  and  jar 
Of  the  gay  town  afar, 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither ; 
Here  shall  he  see 
The  sad  ennui 

Of  nymphs  who  thus  dwell  together. 

Clym.  Heigho  ! 

Polyd.  Heigho ! 

Nyce.  Heigho ! 

Eudea.  Heigho ! 

Coral.  Heigho ! 

Clym.  This  happy- valley  life  is  very  slow; 

No  changes — no  excitement — no  variety. 

Polyd.  Entirely  shut  out  from  all  society. 

Nyce.  Each  day  so  like  the  other,  nond'can  say 
Which  is  to-morrow,  and  which  yesterday. 

Clym.  Sure  we  were  mad  of  happiness  to  dream, 
From  this  great  anti-matrimonial  scheme. 

Why  did  we  listen  to  Diana’s  teaching, 

Of  single  blessedness  for  ever  preaching  ? 
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END  YMION; 

OR, 

THE  NAUGHTY  BOY  WHO  CRIED  FOR  THE  MOON. 


Scene  First. — Diana' s  Retreat  in  the  Valley  of  Gargaphia  ; 
a  thick  Forest ,  in  the  centre  of  which  is  a  lake  with  - 
Nymphs  floating  in  the  water ;  other  Nymphs  grouped 
about  among  the  trees ;  Clymene,  Polydora,  Nyce, 
Eudea,  Coralypso,  and  other  Nymphs  seated  at  various 
occupations — needlework ,  fyc.  OTz  Aiv*? 

\ 

Song  and  Chorus  of  N  ymphs. — Air,  “  Under  the  Greenwood 

Tree.” 

Under  the  greenwood  tree, 

Who  thinks  it  nice  to  be, 

From  the  bustle,  glare,  and  jar 
Of  the  gay  town  afar, 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither ; 

Here  shall  he  see 
The  sad  ennui 

Of  nymphs  who  thus  dwell  together. 

' 

Clym.  Heigho  ! 

Polyd.  Heigho ! 

Nyce.  Heigho ! 

Eudea.  Heigho ! 

Coral.  ,  Heigho ! 

Clym.  This  happy- valley  life  is  very  slow ; 

No  changes — no  excitement — no  variety. 

Polyd.  Entirely  shut  out  from  all  society. 

Nyce.  Each  day  so  like  the  other,  nond*can  say 
Which  is  to-morrow,  and  which  yesterday. 

Clym.  Sure  we  were  mad  of  happiness  to  dream, 

From  this  great  anti-matrimonial  scheme. 

Why  did  we  listen  to  Diana's  teaching, 

Of  single  blessedness  for  ever  preaching? 
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Polyd.  All  men,  she  taught  us,  were  but  birds  of  prey. 
Nyce.  They  may  be — I  ne’er  saw  one,  so  can  t  say. 
Polyd.  “Weak  trembling  doves,”  she  said,  “  let  us  unite, 
And  fly  mankind  as  you  would  fly  a  kite. 

Eudea.  What  shall  we  do  to-day,  the  time  to  kill? 

I’m  sick  of  walking  and  of  sitting  still. 

Coral.  Suppose  we  dance  ! 

P0Lyd.  Oh  *  dancing  does  so  tire  one. 

Clym.  Especially  with  no  partner  to  admire  one. 

•  •  Heigho! 

Polyd.  Heigho ! 

Nyce.  Heigho ! 

Eudea.  ‘  Heigho! 

Coral.  _  Heigho  l 

Polyd.  Say — where’s  Diana  ! 

Clym.  Gone  out  with  her  bow. 

Polyd.  Her  what  ? 

Clym.  Her  bow ! 

Polyd.  And  arrows,  I  suppose. 

Clym.  Of  course — why? 

Polyd.  Well,  there  are  two  sorts  of  beaux. 

Gone  hunting  ? 

Clym.  Yes,  as  usual. 

Polyd.  X^ook — ’tis  she  ! 

And  somewhat  out  of  sorts  it  seems  to  me.* 

<  u  »  «  i  p  * 

Enter  Diana,  with  bows  and  arrows ,  spear ,  fyc.,  l.  u.  e. 


Diana,  (c.)  Another  day  lost  1  I’ll  the  chase  give  o’er — 
Here,  girls,  take  this — and  this — I’ll  hunt  no  more. 

(gives  bow ,  spear ,  $c.,  to  Nymphs' 

Clym.  No  sport  again  to-day,  great  goddess? 

Diana.  None. 

Clym.  You’ve  seen  no  deer? 

Diana.  No  deer  !  No  dear — not  one. 

My  well-bred  stags,  once  plentiful  and  good, 

Have  left  the  forest,  and  have  cut  their  wood. 
There’s  not  a  hare  apparent  in  the  place  ; 

And  chasing  wild  ducks  is  a  wild-goose  chase. 

My  rabbit  warrens  their  late  tenants  lacking, 

I  have  no  warrens  left  but  Warren’s  blacking. 
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Polyd.  Say  what  has  caused  this  dreadful  alteration — 
This  land  of  stags  reduced  to  this  stag-nation. 
Diana.  Those  horrid  poachers.  Spite  of  laws  so  strict, 
By  which  I  did  all  trespass  interdict, 

They’ve  ransacked  all  my  forest  high  and  low, 
Chasing  the  wild  deer,  following  the  roe ; 

While  ’mongst  my  birds  they’ve  been  so  much 
encroaching. 

That  nothing  but  their  eggs  are  left  worth  poaching. 
Arethu.  ( outside )  Help  !  Help ! 

Diana.  What’s  that? — a  voice  for  help  is  crying. 

Clym.  ( looking  ’Tis  Arethusa — like  a  whirlwind 

%ing.  0 


Music. — Arethusa  runs  in  frightened,  l.  u.  e. 

Arethu.  Help,  help  !  Oh  save  me  ! 

Diana.  Speak,  nymph — why  this  haste  ? 

Arethu.  Oh,  chaste  Diana,  I  have  been  so  chased ! 
Diana.  What  mean  you  ?  Speak ! 

Arethu.  First  let  me  get  my  breath, 

I’ve  really  almost  run  myself  to  death. 

I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it  if  I  can  ; 

I’ve  been  pursued - 

Diana.  By  what  ? 

Arethu.  A  man  ! 

All.  - - * —  A  man ! 

Clym.  What  was  he  like  ? 

Arethu.  Oh,  dears — a  creature  odd, 

By  name  Alpheus — he’s  a  river-god. 

Diana.  And  he  dared  follow’  you? 

Arethu.  At  such  a  pace  ! 

Diana.  Gtirl,  I  allow  no  followers  in  this  place  ! 

Arethu.  How  could  I  help  it  ?  Through  these  sacred 
groves 

There  flows  a  stream  that’s  full  of  little  coves. 

To  one  of  these  as  chance  my  footsteps  led, 

Alpheus  suddenly  sprung  from  his  bed - * 

Diana.  His  what  ? 

Arethu.  The  river’s  bed,  I  should  have  said. 

Here,  in  this  bed,  securely  under  cover, 

Of  sheets  of  water,  lay  my  would-be  lover. 
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Clym.  What  a  damp  couch  ! 

Arethu.  As  such  you  well  may  rank  it, 

And  I  completed  it  with  a  wet  blanket. 

Diana.  What  did  he  say  ? 

Arethu.  His  speech  was  curious — very, 

First  he  addressed  me  as  his  “  trim-built  wherry ,” 
Asked  me — what  cheer?  Alarmed,  I  ran  away, 

He  followed  me,  requesting  I’d  “belay 
I  knew  not  what  he  meant,  but  onward  flew. 

He  heaved  a  sigh,  and  begged  me  “  to  heave  to” 

On,  and  still  on  I  flew,  swift  as  the  wind, 

Or  startled  fawn  with  hunters  close  behind. 

“Avast,”  he  cried — still  kept  I  on  in  spite  of  him, 
And  at  yon  fountain  finally  lost  sight  of  him. 

Diana.  ( enraged )  Here,  say  you  !  here,  within  my  sacred 
bounds ! 

Quick,  girls,  my  spear  !  away  !  let  loose  the  hounds  ! 
He’d  hunt  what  isn’t  his’n — she  in  turn 
Shall  be  his  hunter-r-not  the  hunter  Her’n(e). 

Glee. — Air ,  “  Foresters ,  sound  the  cheerful  Horn.” 

Come,  let  us  sound  the  cheerful  horn  : 

Hark  !  to  the  woods  away ! 

Diana  and  her  nymphs  this  morn 
Will  hunt  this  man  to  bay — 

Who  dares  to  trespass  in  this  place, 

A  heavy  fine  shall  pay — 

The  game  they’ll  find  us  nymphs  who  chase, 

Is  one  that  two  can  play.  Exeunt , 

(Pan t  followed  by  Taunion,  Piiaunion,  Hornion, 
and  attendant  Satyrs,  peep  through  trees) 

Pan.  (. advancing )  Come  on,  my  lads — all  right — the 
course  seems  clear — 

Shouldn’t  we  catch  it  if  they  caught  us  here  ! 

This  love-making  Diana  vows  she’ll  none  of  it : 

But  then  you  know  the  danger’s  half  the  fun  of  it ! 
Taun.  Oh,  I  do  love  Diana’s  nymphs  to  tease, 

To  play  bo-peep  with  them  among  the  trees — 

Oh,  don’t  I  laugh  when  out  on  them  I  dart, 

And  with  a  frightened  scream  away  they  start. 


*  »  V 


¥  k 


i  Jr' 

_ i 

1  •  ^  . 


ENDYMION. 


9 


SC.  I.] 


Phaun.  Yet,  don't  you  think  it  would  afford  more  laughter, 
If  we  could  catch  the  nymphs  that  we  run  after? 
Taun.  True,  hut  we  can’t — in  charmed  retreats  like  this 
It’s  quite  impossible  to  snatch  a  kiss. 

Horn.  I  sometimes  ’midst  their  dancing  ondhem  pop, 
But  we  can’t  even  catch  them  on  the  hop. 

Pan.  Oh,  long-ear’d  but  short-sighted  fauns,  desist; 

To  the  great  Pan,  ye  little  pitchers,  list: 

Pan  knows  a  thing  or  two.  In  point  of  fact, 

He’s  a  deep  Pan — and  anything  but  cracked. 

A  perfect  oracle  Pan  deems  himself;  he 
In  earthenwarish — so,  of  course,  is  deify  ( Delphi ) — 
Trust  then  to  Pan  your  troubles  to  remove ; 

A  warming-Pan  he’ll  to  your  courage  prove : 

A  prophet,  he  foresees  the  ills  you’d  fear— 

So  for  them  all  you  have  your  Pan-a-seer  (panacea). 
A  ll.  Long  live  the  mighty  Pan  ! 

Pan.  t  {  I  mean  to.  I 

Have  always  been  averse  to  saying,  die. 

I’m  a  strong  Pan — and  yet,  oh,  cruel  mockery, 

E’en  I  must  break  some  day — like  other  crockery  I 
But  this  is  weakness.  To  my  task,  you’d  know, 

About  Diana’s  nymphs - 

Taun.  Precisely  so. 

Pan.  Know  then  they  will  not  always  prove  the  stronger, 
A  good  time's  coming,  wait  a  little  longer. 

I  Taun.  But,  when’s  it  coming  ? 

Pan.  |  I  can  give  no  date. 

I  Phaun.  How  will  it  come  ? 

|  Pan.  The  oracles  cftm't  state. 

Wait  till  it  does  come  though,  and  you  can’t  miss  it. 
Taun.  No  Derby  prophet  could  be  more  explicit.  ■' 
f.  Hark  !  something’s  coming  now ! 
in.  P’raps  this  may  be 

The  good  time  coming. 

|  r.  Stay,  let’s  hide  and  see.  (they  retire  up) 

ic. — Enter  Cupid,  disguised  as  a  blind  beggar ,  tapping 
the  ground  with  his  bow  to  feel  the  way . 

;d.  Please,  pity  the  poor  blind  !  What,  no  one  here, 
Nay,  then,  Pm  not  so  blind  as  I  appear. 
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i  f  „t  outside  them  though  : 

CcfiB-  Within  them,  yes ;  hut  ® _ 

Let  her  the  boundary  hut  o  P  Qne  word — 

PAN'  Would  you  then  shoot  her  ?g^oot  ber?_liko  a  bird ! 

t!w.'  And  her  nymphs  too?  ^  ^  single  one  of  them. 

Tauh'  Oh  \  they’re  aJ^f^enj  m  spare  none  of  them. 

Phaun.  Then  they’ll  be  ours.  a>6  ^  j  fancy. 

jCMD.  Pan — if  you  prize  your  hurt’s  ease,  mind  your 

I  don’t' think  "as  a  suitor  y°u  ^eAilfof  shoot  her. 

:  ’Tweie 

If  lold^-cha  trump  we  miss  the  game. 

U  *  Duet.-Air  from  “  Mldas.  _ 

wSpatienee  1  groW  nervous, 

*  for  the  trial  all  agog.  _ 

i  ri  ray  ancient  bunerT 

^e,Boutmy  service^make  no  fuss; 

Mamma  aid  I’ll  no  longer  srdfer 
Diana’s  cool  contempt  ’ 

CAorusyh ol-de-ro^  &  •  Mm  os  the 
(SATTBS join  in  chorus  aj>d  dancer* - 

Scene  one  side, 
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Scene  closes)  orest—on  one  side , 

ScEtfE  Second.— The  a  board  stuck  up,  on 

the  entrance  to ’  th* ■  j  beware.  Man  traps  are 

which  is  written,  Jres^se  ^  ^  i7lc  open 
set  in  these  grounds. 

COUntry'  -  U  with  bugle  and  hunting  implements, 
Enter. Actjeon,  *jjNDyMI0 ^  following,  ' 

w.v,a„  V 

a  sorts,  man ! 
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Hark  F orward !  Hang  it !  you’re  not  half 
sportsman ! 

Endym.  Who  said  I  was  ? 

Act^e.  Come,  the  u  View  Holloa  !”  Do  it. 

Endym.  Your  view  of  things  is  hollow.  I  see  through  it. 
Actjs.  Pshaw,  man !  you  know  not  half  the  hunter’s 
joys—  ; 

Yoi-oicks ! 

Endym.  For  pity’s  sake,  don’t  make  that  noise. 

Act^e.  None  know,  save  those  who’ve  run  a  fox  to  earth. 
Endym.  And  when  you’ve  done  it,  what’s  the  creature 
worth  ? 

Spoiling  your  clothes,  through  mire  and  dirt  you  rush, 
Covered  with  mud — what  do  you  get? 

Act^e.  /  A  brush ! 

Then  p’raps  you’ve  ne’er  brought  down  a  deer? 
Endym.  Not  I  ; 

Why  bring  them  down  ? — I  like  my  ven’son  high  t 
Act^e.  But  ven’son  must  be  killed. 

Endym.  Yes — so  must  beef; 

But  there  are  butchers  to  bring  bulls  to  grief. 

Surely,  my  friend,  your  notions  are  not  so  lax, 

That  you’d  have  gentlemen  to  wield  the  poleaxe! 
Actje.  You  never  shoot? 

Endym.  No;  I  don’t  care  about  it. 

AcTiE.  Not  care  for  shooting,  man? — what’s  life  without  it? 
All  nature  shoots. — Say,  what’s  the  earliest  thing 
Boys  learn  at  school  ?  Why,  shooting  in  the  ring. 
The  seed  you  sow  must  shoot  before  it  grows ; 

We  feel  the  very  corns  shoot  on  our  toes. 

We  shoot  out  bolts,  our  game,  our  foes — what  not? 
We’re  told  where  even  rubbish  may  be  shot. 

The  stars  shoot  in  the  sky — nay,  Pve  heard  say, 
Folks  sometimes  shoot  the  moon  on  quarter-day. 
Endym.  Shoot  the  fair  moon? — forbid  it,  Fate  ! 

AcriE.  Why  so  ? 

Endym.  Upon  my  word,  I  don’t  exactly  know. 

About  the  moon  I  somehow  feel  quite  spooney. 
Actje.  Well,  for  some  time  I’ve  thought  you  rather 
mooney. 

P’raps  you’re  in  love  ? 
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Endym.  Oh  no  ! — we  men  of  fashion 

Have  long  ago  forsworn  the  tender  passion. 

We  can’t  afford  it. 

Act.®.  Why  not? 

Endym.  Well,  a  wife 

May  suit  folks  in  the  lower  walks  of  life  ; 

But  in  our  station,  what  girls  seek  in  marriage, 

Is  not  a  walk  in  life ; — they  want  a  carriage. 

Then  what  with  dress,  and  crinoline  extensive, 

The  sex  which  should  he  dear ,  becomes  expensive. 
Once  hearts  were  trumps — thatsuitno  more  we  follow; 
Since  a.  good  suit  of  diamonds  beats  them  hollow. 

Song. — Air,  “  Our  hearts  are  not  our  own  to  give.” 

(, Satanella .) 

Our  hearts  we’ve  not  alone  to  give, 

When  we  to  wed  incline  ; 

In  lowly  cots  on  love  to  live, 

In  poetry  sounds  fine. 

But  folks  to  live  on  love  have  ceased ; 

Our  hearts  when  we’d  bestow, 

Some  hundreds  sterling,  at  the  least, 

Should  with  the  fond  heart  go. 

Act.®.  I’m  glad  I’m  not  a  swell  at  any  rate. 

Endym.  True — after  all,  yours  is  the  happier  state — 
Contented  with  your  little. 

Act®.  Well,  why  not? 

It  seems  you’re  not  contented  with  your  lot.  > 

Endym.  Oh  yes,  I  am.  Come,  come,  your  friend  you’re 
wronging, 

’Tis  true,  I  feel  a  strange  mysterious  longing, 

An  aching  void  within  my  breast  I  find 
I  can’t  account  for - 

Act®.  P’raps  youjiaven&t  dined  ? 

Why  don’t  you  take  a  chop  ? 

Endym.  Man — who  can  take 

A  chop,  with  all  his  happiness  at  stake  ?y  ' 

Act®.  Why,  what  on  earth  is  it  that  you  require! 
Endym.  Nothing  on  earth — it  must  be  something  higher, 
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I  can’t  say  what,  but  I  have  understood  enough, 
Toknow  ou  earthfor  me  there’s  nothing  good  enough. 
My  wants  are  not  those  of  poor  weak  humanity. 
What  is’t  I  lack  ? 

AcTfi.  Well,  I  don’t  think  it’s  vanity! 

Endym.  O’er  the  dull  earth  to  soar  I  feel  a  yearning, 

I’m  told  folks  float  in  air  by  table-turning, 

So  my  rapt  spirit,  freed  from  earth’s  vile  tedium, 
Would  emulate  the  truly  happy  medium. 

Act jr.  Rapt  spirit,  stuff !  These  spirit-rapping  fables 
It  seems  to  me  have  turned  more  heads  than  tables. 
Endym.  Nay,  had  you  seen  and  heard  what  I  have  though. 
AcTfi.  What  then  ? 

You’d  credit  your  own  senses? 

No. 

Duet — Air ,  “  Trabr  trab ,  trab” 

A  seance  once  attending, 

’Midst  visitors  a  score. 

I’d  say,  but  for  offending, 

One  fool  makes  many  more. 

Such  wond’rous  things  occurred, 

For  all  at  once  we  heard — 

Rap,  rap,  rap,  rap  ! — The  spirits  rapp’d ! 

They  did*upon  my  word. 

Rap,  rap,  rap,  rap  ! — The  spirits  rap  ! 

How  utterly  absurd ! 

Some  spirit  hands,  all  luminous, 

In  sight  there  quickly  came. 

Anoint  your  hands  with  phosphorus, 

And  they’ll  look  just  the  same. 

The  stools  run  to  and  fro, 

The  tables  move  also. 

Rap,  rap,  rap,  rap  !— The  spirits  rap  ! 

While  round  the  tables  go. 

Rap,  rap ! — What  wheel  and  turn  about, 
Exactly  like  Jim  Crow  ! 

The  medium  floats  in  air  now, 

As  borne  on  spirit-wings. 

The  room  was  dark,  I’ll  swear  now, 

Too  dark  to  see  the  strings. 


Endym. 

AcT.fi. 

Endym. 

Actje. 

Endym. 

AcT.fi. 

Endym. 

AcTfi. 
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Endym. 

AcTfi. 

Endym. 

AcTfi. 
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Endym.  More  loud  the  knockings  grow - 

Act®.  A  stale  old  trick  we  know. 

Endym.  Rap,  rap,  rap,  rap! — What  but  a  ghost 
Could  rap  the  tables  so  ? 

Act®.  Rap,  rap,  rap,  rap  ! — The  Cock-lane  ghost 
Was  found  out  years  ago.  . 

Endym.  Hark !  some  one  corner  (  / 


Enter  Alpheus,  l. 


i  Alph.  Holloa ;  what  cheer,  my  liearties  ? 

'  Endym.  Who  is  this  vulgarest  of  vulgar  parties  ? 

Alph.  Tip  us  your  fin,  mate. 

Endym.  We’ve  no  fins  to  tip, 

Nor  are  we  mates  for  your  companionship. 

I’m  going  home,  Actseon.  X  $ 

Act.®.  No,  don't  go  ; 

Wait  till  I’ve  had  a  shot  at  something. 

Endym.  No — 

For  you  won’t  hit  it. 

Act®.  What !  am  I  to  blame 

For  my  small  sport  ? — Pray,  what’s  your  little  game  ? 
Endym.  Well,  don't  let’s  quarrel — tah,  tah  !  ( shaking  his 
* hand  languidly)  That’s  enough. 

Exit ,  r.  /.& 

Alph.  Your  friend  seems  cranky,  sir. 

Act.®.  My  friend’s  a  muff. 

But  say,  is  there  aught  worth  one's  hunting  here  ? 

Alph.  Isn’t  there  ? — Such  a  pretty  little  dear 

I’ve  been  in  chase  of - - 

Act.®.  When  ? 

Alph.  Just  now. 

Act®.  And  where'? 

Alph.  In  yonder  forest. 

Act®.  KL  Heie?  [about  to  enter  forest) -j7.  7.  71 

Alph.  Hold  on  !  take  care. 

Diana’s  charmed  retreat  ’tis  death  to  enter. 

Act®.  The.  deuce  !  No  matter — come  what  will,  I'll 
ventur’. 

Alph.  Hold  !  are  you  mad  ? 


.  17 1. 
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Actle.  Who  cares  I — I'll  have  a  try  for  it. 

Alph.  For  what  ? 

Actle.  That  deer ; — I'll  catch  it  if  I  die  for  it. 

Exit  into  forest ,  l. 

Alph.  [calling  after  him )  Avast  there,  mate  !  Ho  !  Steady, 
lad,  there,  steady ! 

That  prize  is  mine !  He’s  beyond  hail  already. 

No  matter — he  won’t  catch  her.  How  she  fled! 
Shooting  at  once  some  dozen  lengths  ahead. 

What  chance  had  I,  with  my  unwieldy  figure  ? 

’Twas  like  a  coal-barge  chasing  an  outrigger. 

Young,  too — sweet  sixteen — how  could  I  outrun  her? 
She  stunning  sixteen — I  a  sixteen-stunner  ! 

Here  let  me  rest  and  ponder  o’er  my  woe ! 

Oh,  Arethusa ! — Arethusa,  oh ! 

Song. — Air ,  u  The  Saucy  Arethusa .” 


I  saw  her — and  I  hailed  her,  “  Ho  !” 

The  frighted  nymph  cried  out,  “  Hallo  !” 

Says  I,  u  Please  won’t  you  love  me?”  “  No,’ 
Says  the  saucy  Arethusa. 

To  press  her  to  my  heart  I  try, 

But  Arethusa  seems  to  fly. 

Every  nerve  do  I  strain, 

But  no  way  can  I  gain ; 

And  I  puff  and  I  blow,  and  I  get  red  in  the  face, 
I’iU  a  real  scarlet  runner,  so  hot  grows  the  race  ; 
But  I  can’t  catch  my  Arethusa. 

Enter  Diana  and  her  Nymphs,  in  sporting  costume,  from 
the  forest  ;  they  surround  him, 

Diana.  ’Tis  he — at  last — come,  girls,  secure  your  prize. 

[they  point  their  spears  at  him) 
Alph.  Oh,  stab  me  with  your  weapons — not  your  eyes ! 
Sweet  Arethusa,  so  we  meet  at  last ! 

This  time  you  shan’t  escape  me. 

Diana.  Not  so  fast ! 

You  are  my  captive — not  she  your’s. 

Alph.  Why  so  ? 

What  have  I  done  ? 

Diana.  As  if  you  didn’t  know — 


w 

7 
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Poaching  upon  my  manors. 

Arethu.  Not  alone. 

Your  manners,  ma’am.  He  quite  forgot  his  own. 
Diana.  Off  with  him — keep  him  safe  !  (to  Nymphs  who 


have  hold  of  him)  Stay — you  go  too  with  him, 
(to  Arethusa) 

Until  I’ve  made  my  mind  up  what  to  do  with  him. 
Arethu.  Should  he  resist  ? 

Diana.  You’ve  each  your  how  and  quiver. 

Alph.  Pity  the  sorrows  of  a  poor  old  river, 

Whom  love  alone  induced  to  run  ashore - 

Diana.  Flow  on,  thou  shining  river  !  Peace  !  No  more  ! 
Alph.  This  conduct — and  to  me — can  I  o’erlook  it? 

No  !  I’m  a  mighty  river,  I  can’t  brook  it. 

Diana.  Silence,  slave  ! 

Alph.  Slave !  True,  I’ve  myself  to  thank, 

All  through  that  fearful  run  on  my  own  bank. 
Arethu.  Come,  follow  me. 

Alph.  This  morning  I  did  so — 

Close  on  your  heel.  Now  you  have  me  in  tow. 
Diana.  Away  with  him  ! 

Alpheus  is  led  off  by  Arethusa  and  Nymphs,  l. 

So  that  makes  two  we’ve  caught 
Of  those  our  forest  laws  who  set  at  nought.  *- 
The  first,  Actseon — a  rude  sporting  swaggerer  ! 
Changed  to  a  stag,  I’ve  given  him  a  staggerer. 

He’ll  soon  go  to  the  dogs. 

Clym.  Oh,  prospect  grim  ! 

Diana.  Unless,  indeed,  the  dogs  first  come  to  him. 

So  perish  all  the  sex,  say  I ! 

Clym.  *  I  too  ! 

Polyd.  And  I—  - 
Nyce.  And  I ! 

Enter  Cupid,  Jfgm  forest,  followed  by  Pan,  l.  u  s 

Cupid.  Good  morning — how  d’ye  do? 

Diana.  See  !  more  male  trespassers  caught  in  our 
grounds. 

Cupid.  Caught !  nay — ’tis  you’re  caught  this  time  out  of 
bounds — 
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So  there  !  ( wounds  her  with  arrow ) 

And  there—  and  there — and  there — and  there  ! 

(Music. — Cupid  wQund&Hx.v&Wi  aUround) 


Diana.  Dear  me — how  strange  ! 
Clym. 

Diana.  I  feel  as  if - 

Polyd.  ' 


Eudea.  Oh  my  ! 


How  curious,  1  declare  ! 
And  so  do  I,  precisely. 


Nyce. 

Cupid. 


Oh  dear ! 

All  right — they’re  done  for  nicely  ; 


You  darling  ! 


Diana.  Who  are  you  ? 

Cupid.  Love  ! — at  whom  you’ve  long  been  snarling. 

Diana.  You,  Love?  You  dear! 

Clym.  You  pet ! 

Polyd.  You  duck ! 

Nyce. 

Diana.  True,  I  once  railed  at  Love.  It’s  very  odd  I 
Could  now  love  everything  and  everybody. 

Pan.  ( coming  forjvard ,  r.  c.)  Love  me  for  one,  then. 
Diana.  ‘  You!  I  will— I  do ! 

You’ve  no  idea  how  fond  I  am  of  you. 

Pan.  You  are? 

Diana.  I  am — I  love  all  human  kind. 

Pan.  It’s  true  I’m  not  good-looking. 

Diana.  Never  mind. 

Pan.  My  length  of  ears - 

Diana.-  Oh,  but  I  like  them  long. 


Cupid. 


It  strikes  me  that  I’ve  made  the  dose  full 


strong. 


Clym.  I’m  sorry  you  Actceon  were  so  hard  on. 

Polyd.  And  don’t  you  think  Alpheus  you  might  pardon  ? 
Diana.  Pardon!  of  course — go,  from  his  bondage  free  him. 
Clym.  Actseon,  too? 

Diana.  Oh^if  his  dogs  should  see  him, 

How  could  I  be  so^cruel — fly,  die  quick, 
feet’s  haste  to  save  him.  mP 

Exeunt  altbut  Cupid  hurriedly ,  l. 
Cupid.  Well,  I’ve  done  the  trick, 

P’raps  somewhat  overdone  it  for  that  matter, 

But  who  comes  here— and  who  on  earth’s  his  hatter? 

(retires,  r.) 
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Enter  Action,  running from  forest,  l.  ;  he  has  a  sta 

head  on. 


Song. 


-Air,  11  Bow ,  wow,  wow.” 


I  sing  the  ck-eadful  tragedy,  since  no  one  else  here  offers  his 
Opinion  on  this  head  of  mine,  and  of  its  metamorphosis. 
Diana’s  changed  me  to  a  stag — a  terrible  disaster ; 

My  dogs,  in  full  cry  after  me,  don’t  recognise  their  master. 


Where  to  run  and  hide  my  sorrows, 
Dogs.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 


C'e?r  A/e?7i  e-t-L 


I’ve  often  hunted  stags  myself,  and  oft  indulged  inlaughter, 
To  see  the  abject  terror  of  the  creatures  I  ran  after. 

I’ve  now  another  view  of  things — ’twere  well  in  many  cases, 
If  victims  and  oppressors  thus  could  now  and  then  change 
places. 

Dogs.  Bow,  wow,  wow, 

These  horrid  dogs  seem  closing  round  me. 

Dogs.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

( running  nervously  from  side  to  side ) 


Which  way  to  fly  I  know  not,  my  own  setters  make  a  set 
at  me, 

My  pointers  also  make  a  point  of  trying  how  to  get  at  me. 
In  terror  of  my  terriers,  thus  changed  they  deem  it  not  me, 
I  cannot  make  them  understand — oh,  murder !  they  have 
got  me  ! 

.  ■  *  •  Dogs.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

Murder !  fire  !  thieves  !  police  !  oh ! 

Dogs.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

*  -A  .  -  '  ’  ’  •  *  • 

( harking  very  loud — Action  runs  off,  l.,  crosses 
again ,  one  Dog  having  hold  of  him — Exit,  r.) 


Summit  of  MounTLatmos. 


Endymion  discovered  asleep  ;  Diana  [as  Luna)  standing 
in  a  crescent  moon ,  the  light  of  which  falls  full  upon 

E  NDYMION.  o  7?  ,4V;  /y  V  ff?-,  z  J  J. z  > V. 

Diana.  How  am  I  changed — I,  who  was  once  so  cold, 
Now  fall  in  love  with  all  that  I  behold. 
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Eacl^iew  face  loved  at  once,  forgot  as  soon ; 

Well  may  they  call  me  “  the  inconstant  moon." 

Yet  never  loved  I  one  so  fair  as  this — 

Yon  sleeping  beauty  ! — I  must  have  a  kiss  ! 

[Music. — Diana  descends  in  the  moon,  Approaches 
Endymion,  and  kisses  him). 

Strange  weakness — thus  my  beams  so  bright  to  dim  ! 
I  should  be  more  myself — not  beam  o'er  him. 

The  gods  all  mock  my  silvery  splendour  paling : 

Not  silvery,  but  irony,  their  railing. 

Paling  and  railing  ! — what  dread  fears  that  calls  up. 
Their  bitter  raillery  suggesting  All's  up  ! 

Yes,  lovely  youth,  I’m  under  an  eclipse, 

And  all  through  you — still  let  me  press  those  lips. 


Diana. 

Endym. 


Release  me,  sir. 


Not  so ; 


You’ve  won  a  pair  of  gloves  of  me,  you  know, 
Which,  as  a  gentleman,  I’m  bound  to  pay. 
Diana.  Gloves  ! — say,  is  this  a  fitting  moment - 


Nay, 


Endym. 


The  fitting  moment’s  when  you  try  them  on. 

Diana.  Too  much  already  I’ve  my  hands  upon. 

Endym.  Hear  me  !  By  yonder  gentle  moon  I  swear — 
Which  shines —  ( looks  up — starts  at  finding  the  moon 
on  a  level  with  the  earth)  Oh,  horror  !  what’s 
it  doing  there  ? 

Actieon  spoke  the  truth — the  low-bred  clown 
Told  me  folks  shot  it.  Some  one’s  brought  it  down. 
Diana.  Unhand  me,  sir ! 

Endym.  Nay,  first  your  name  make  known — 

Who  meet  me  thus  by  moonlight,  and  alone  ? 

Oh,  joy  !  for  others  let  the  orb  of  noon  shine. 

Give  me - 

Diana.  Oh,  tell  me,  is  your  love  all  moonshine  ? 

Endym.  Oh,  no — and  yet  it  may  be — as  you  please. 

I  love  the  moon — p’raps  ’tisn’t  the  green  cheese. 
Diana.  Who  knows  ?  Perchance,  to  love  that  orb  serene 
May  be  the  cheese — and  by  no  means  so  green. 


.  c  ^  _ 
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Yon  love,  a  goddess !  Though  she  change  her  name 
To  Luna,  she’s  Diana  all  the  same. 

So  when. Diana’s  bugle  wakes  the  morn - 

Endym.  I’ll  say  u  it  is  the  moon — I  ken  her  horn!" 

And  you — who  are  you  ?  Luna’s  self  it  may  be — 
For  whom  I’ve  cried. 

Diana.  Cry  for  the  moon  I — you  baby. 

To  tell  you  who  I  am,  as  yet,  I  dare  not — 

Some  day  you’ll  know. 

Endym.  Whoe’er  you  are,  I  care  not ; 

No  other  e’er  my  heart  with  love  shall  fire  ! 

Diana.  Oh,  stick  to  that — ’tis  all  that  I  require. 

Farewell !  But  for  awhile  I  must  desert  you, 

Till  time  has  made  a  trial  of  your  virtue. 

Be  upright — honest  as  you  are  at  present ; 

Live  on  the  square - 

Endym.  While  you  live  ? — 

Diana.  In  the  crescent. 

Endym.  The  crescent !  Then  it  is  the  moon — oh,  joy ! 

Bright  moon,  I’ll  trust  your  promise  ! 

Diana.  Silly  boy! 

To  trust  the  inconstant  moon  were  folly’s  trick, 

And  to  give  Luna  credit — luna  tick. 

(aside)  What  am  I  at?  My  name — I’dhalf  confessed  it. 
(aloud)  Who  told  you,  pray,  I  was  the  moon  ? 
Endym.  I  guessed  it ! 

Song. — Endymion. — Air,  “  My  own ,  my  guiding  Star.”— 

( Robin  Hood) 

Y our  gentle  light  my  heart  shines  on, 

My  own,  my  guiding  star ; 

As  such  I  you  must  look  upon, 

Although  no  star  you  are. 

No  twinkling  star  like  you  could  shine 
With  rays  so  strong  and  clear — 

You  are  the  moon ! — then  come,  be  mine, 

I’ll  thank  my  stars  you’re  here. 

While  your  gentle  light  my  heart  shines  on, 
My  own,  my  guiding  star,  &c. 

Diana.  No  more  of  this — I  tell  you  you  mistake. 

Go — asleep  again ;  you’re  much  too  wide  awake. 
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Endym.  Nay — you  shan’t  leave  me. 

Diana.  Peace !  go  sleep,  I  tell  you  ! 

Endym.  Not  I ! 

Diana.  You  won’t?  Thus,  then,  do  I  compel  you. 
( stretches  her  hands  over  him — he  sinks  down  again ) 

Endym.  [ drowsily )  What’s  this?  My  eyes  !  {rubs  them) 
Diana.  Nay — seek  not  to  resist  'em ; 

They're  converts  to  my  eai^y  closing  system. 

Sleep — and  when  waking,  all  that’s  past  shall  seem 
But  the  faint  recollections  of  a  dream. 

Now  for  the  sky  I  must  away  !  Ah,  me ! 

To  think  the  moon  should  a  sky  tarrier  be  ! 

So  long  I’ve  loitered  here,  that  I’ve  strong  fears 
The  moon’s  last  quarter  must  be  in  arrears. 

Good  bye,  sweetheart  ! — this  weakness  ! — Clouds, 
for  love  o’  me, 

Quick!  hide  my  blushes ! — Come,  make  haste,  and 
cover  me. 

(gets  into  crescent ,  which  re- ascends  and  disappears) 

*lkusic — Enter  a  troop  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdesses, 
headed  by  uEthlius,  Peon  a,  Putaplasteron,  Torch- 
Bearers,  L.  { 7  71/' 


•  s>?> 


X'tT?" 


07’  P?  S' 


^Ethli.  Doctor,  I  think  our  search  we’d  best  abandon  ; 
I’ve  walked  until  I’ve  scarce  a  leg  to  stand  on. 
Endymion  can’t  be  found — so  how  about  him  ? 

What  says  your  wisdom  ? 

Puta.  Eh  !  why  do  without  him. 

iETHLi.  Sage  counsel ! — yet,  if  he  should  turn  up  still  ? 

What  thinks  your  wisdom  ? 

Puta.  In  that  case  he  will. 

Peona.  ( seeing  Endymion)  He’s  there — see ! 

Puta.  Then  he  has  turned  up  ? 

Peona.  (kneeling  beside  Endymion)  Who  knows, 

It  may  be  he  has  but  turned  up  his  toes. 

Dear  brother,  say  you  live  ! 

JEthli.  Speak,  doctor — you. 

Does  he  live  ? 

Puta.  If  he  says  he  does,  he  do. 

Peona.  See !  he  revives. 
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D  Hah !  then  ’twas  but  a  swoon. 

Endym.  [starting  up)  The  moon!  the  moon!  my  kingdom 
Tor  the  moon ! 


^THLne'S  S°ne  Pray  with  this  folly,  sir,  have  done. 

TP,mt>ym  Oh,  cruel  moon !  ,  < 

%NT  '  “  ’  You  still  more  cruel  son ! 

r'  Keeping  your  father  thus  out  on  the  tramp 

All  night  from  home. 

Ali  s  Yes — and  the  grass  so  damp 

vEthli  Come,  our  high  festival  for  you  can’t  wait.  ^  ^ 

Endym.  What’s  your  high  festival t0 pinking 
Pardon  me,  I’ve  been  dreaming,  sir,  1  m  thinking. 

2f?TiiLi.  It  struck  me  forcibly  that  you  d  been  drinking. 

You,  of  our  high  festival  the  appointed  king, 

To  run  away -  ... 

i".  ’Tis  no  uncommon  thing 

Endym.  x  .  .  „u.i: 


S 


r  ^ 


For  kings,  just  now,  their  thrones  to  abdicate ; 

Several  monarch  s  have  done  so  of  ate 

^Pthti  So  you  too  would  back  out  ’  , 

^LiTHL  •  y  y  ^ away  with  idle  dreams 

,Enoym.  B^.p-"°of  his  tier  he  a  whacker. 

“h  your  pipes  !-in  me  you’ll  find  no  backer  l. 

_  L.  _ za 

•  Strike  it  up,  neighbour, 

With  pripe  and  with  tabor; 

Your  sheepskins  your  hardest  belabour. 

Your  cheerful  voices  raising, 

The  mighty  Pan  now  praising,  ^  p .  1 
We’ll  all  be  blithe  and  brisk. —Leap  and  fnsk 
Hop  and  skip  T). Lap  and  twfr— 

.  Turn  about,  wvthe  rout,  r  . 

Until  ourwearyb^-  searee  £ 


Enter  A iI^C^Alpheus  following.  - 


Tp  nuiet  do  although  you  are  set  free, 
RE  You  have  no  right  to  make  thus  free  with  me. 
LP„.  Shiver  my  timbers  1 
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ARETHU.  \r  T  .  .  _ 

But  vnur  hn  A>  j  ^GS’  ^  W1S^  ^  could. 

At  p„  e/ ?  h  d  s  made  of  much  too  thick  a  wood 
Auethu  p  °n  my  head  1  Phlme  myself  1 

‘X!fi  f  TV" ”*“■ 

Arethu  T  Li  ;  ,,  ,  !t  a  sculler’s  match. 

rn,  •  1  ma“e  a  Sculler  s  match  !  Sir  I’m  afraid  ' 

aepw.  rcSP:;Lmp0ta— no  ^ maM- 

Arethu.  v 

ARETH^PeaS'man  ff  ‘^er"  W6ather-' 

Arethu.  ^  ^ 

Alph. 

Don’t  you  think,  miss,  if  you  tried^"^^’ 
Duet^Air,  «rm  not  ike  Queen." -{Rose  of  CastUe  ) 


Arethu. 


Alph. 

Arethu. 

Alph. 

Arethu. 

Alph. 

Arethu. 


Alph. 

Arethu. 

Alph. 

Arethu. 

Alph. 

Arethu. 


{  m  ,not  so  green,  ha,  ha  ! 
fehe  s  smitten  been,  ha,  ha ! 

1  m  a11  serene,  ha,  ha  ! 

hla,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

He  like  your  Queen, 

Q,  ,  lia,  ha ! 

fc»he  as  you  ve  seen, 

Smitten  has  been,  ^  ^  ’ 

'  tT  l  Ila! 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

.  hough  I  m  annoyed  as  I  told  you, 

I  can’t  for  laughing  soold  you,^7  ^ ' 

I  love  you  true,  1)ont  tr>% 

"V  i  Ha,  ha ! 

*  ou  love  me  too, 

Ha,  ha ! 
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Alph. 

Arethu. 

Alph. 


I  know  you  do, 

Ha,  lia! 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

I’m  suFftafdu  do  !  I  know  you  do  !  Yes, 
you  do,  &c. 

(AR^ffptreA  runs  out ,  l.,  Alpheus  following) 


Boene  Four vS^The 


Glade  in  a 


. — A  Sequester ec 


UPHERDESSES,  L., 

d 


Enter  a  procession  of  Shepherds  and _ __ _ 

dancing x  carrying  wreaths ,  <fc .  — 7J^3he pii e r d s  bring 
a  throne  decorated  with  flowers  ;  others  carry  on  a  fpdrrel, 
upon  which  is  seated  a  (ftffcf  dressed  as  Bacchus — some 
have  pipes, Tabors,  '^=A.  statue  of  Pan,  garlanded;  <z. 

Enter  Endymion^,  l.,  his  head  wreathed  with  flowers — 
he  leans  languidly  on  the  arm  of  his  father,  yEthlius  ^ 
Peona  watching  him  anxiously  ;  the  doctor,  Puterplas- 
teron  following — all  shout  as  Endymion  is  led  to  the 
throne — Peona  sits  at  his  feet. 

Stupid.  All  hail,  Endymion  !  shepherd-prince  renowned, 
Whom  we’ve  this  day  our  festive  monarch  crowned ! 

Clod.  Chief  of  the  woods  and  forests  hail ! 

Endym.  [starting from  a  reverie)  Eh — what! 

You  spoke  to  me  I  think,  friend,  did  you  not? 

yEthli.  They  bid  you  hail ! 

Endym.  Then  I’ll  obey  them  straight ; 

I  feel  myself  in  quite  a  hailing  state. 

Peona.  Nay — what’s  the  matter  ?  On  this  joyous  day, 
u  Why  should  our  young  Endymion  pine  away?” 

yEthli.  He’s  ill !  The  cause  you,  doctor,  sure  can  tell. 

Puta.  Yes ;  I  should  say  ’tis  ’cause  he’s  not  quite  well. 
Might  I  prescribe  for  him  ? 

yEthli.  Of  course  you  might ; 

To  write  prescriptions  you’ve  prescriptive  right. 

Endym.  No  more  !  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs !  Yet,  no — 
What  have  the  dogs  done  to  be  treated  so  ? 

Enough  of  this  ! — I  must  cast  off  this  folly. 

My  friends,  we’ve  met  expressly  to  be  jolly — 

So  come,  let’s  set  about  it  //(All  shout)  That’s  your 
sort !  ii 

And  not  to  keep  you  longer  from  your  sport, 


26 


ENDYMION. 


[sc.  ir. 

I  charge  you  charge  your  glasses — bumpers,  mind — 
The  charge  is  very  trifling  now  you’ll  find, 

Since  the  wine  duty’s  off.  Thus,  once  a  year, 

In  honour  of  great  Pan  we  gather  here. 

The  mighty  Pan  should  I  pane gyrize, 

You’d  deem  I’d  the  great  satyr  satirise; 

So  without  further  talk  let  every  man 
A  bumper  drain  in  honour  of  great  Pan  ! 

Song. —  Endymion. — (to  the  symphony  of  which  the 
Shepherds  dance ) 

Air,  u  Take  this  Cup  of  Sparkling  Wine.” — (Lurline.) 

Eill  each  cup  with  sparkling  wine, 

Bumpers  all  let  no  one  shrink; 

To  the  forester  divine, 

Mighty  Pan,  this  toast  we  drink. 

Toast  him  till  we  nod  and  wink, 

Honours  musical  we  know 

Are  his  due,  we  pay  them  thus — 

“  He’s  a  jolly  good  fellow, 

And  so  say  all  of  usl” 

(at  the  end  of  song  all  drink  and  shout) 

yEthli.  That’s  right,  my  son,  I’m  glad  to  find  you  gay. 
Endym.  Now  I’m  screwed  up  to  it,  don’t  stop  me,  pray. 
The  pressure’s  fearful — working  by  the  hour, 

With  jollity  of  forty  sand-boy  power. 

Come,  friends  of  pleasure,  still  let’s  drain  the  cup! 
It’s  no  use,  gov’nor,  I  can’t  keep  it  up. 

(sinks  into  throne ) 

Peona.  What  ails  my  brother  ? 

Endym.  If  your  brother  knew 

He  p’raps  might  tell  you  ! 

yEthli.  Doctor,  what  say  you? 

Puta.  Hum!  ha! 

Peona.  I  have  it — you’re  in  love  !  You  start ! 

yEthli.  Speak,  doctor! 

Puta.  An  affection  of  the  heart. 

ftultfro-Love ! — yes,  Peona,  you  have  guessed  aright, 

But  where  to  seek  the  beauteous  being  bright 
Who  lias  thus  floored  me  ?  Shepherds,  tell  me,  pray, 
Say  have  you  seen  my  floorer  pass  this  way  ? 
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I  thimk  he’s  mad — eh,  doctor  ? 

^UTA*  Well,  d’ye  know, 

r  oiks  when  they’ve  lost  their  wits  are  sometimes  so. 
Endym.  No  more  of  this — your  art  avails  me  not — 
Unless  it  can  give  me  the  moon. 

Puta.  ( astonished Q  The  what  ? 

Endym.  Tell  me,  good  doctor,  how  to  reach  the  moon  ; 
Try  if  you  can’t  invent  some  new  balloon; 
d  hen  on  night’s  raven  wing  I’d  soar  with  gladness — 

•  AEthli.  Night’s  raven  wing !  Oh,  this  is  raven  madness  ! 
Peona.  Mad !  My  heart’s  chords  that  word  has  out  of 
tune  struck. 

Say  you’re  not  mad? 

Endym.  I’m  not — I’m  only  moonstruck  1 

Hear  me.  Last  night  a  form  of  silvery  whiteness, 

In  mortal  shape — of  more  than  mortal  brightness — 
Came  to  me  as  I  slept - - 

yEthli.  Then  p’raps  you’ll  state 

Who  was  the  evening  'party  out  so  late  ? 

Endym.  Nay — that  I  know  not;  but  upon  my  ears 
Her  voice  fell  like  the  music  of  the  spheres. 

^Ethli.  An  evening  party’s  strains  are  apt  to  fall 
Like  music  of  a  sphere ,  or  of  a  ball. 

Endym.  O’er  me  she  seemed  to  shine,  high,  bright,  and  clear ! 
You  can’t  imagine  such  a  bright  high  dear  ! 

Song. — Air ,  “  She  appeared  clothed  in  light:' — ( Martha ) 

She  appeared  clothed  in  light, 

Like  some  goddess  from  above ; 

Like  the  moon  in  radiance  bright, 

Woman-like  in  words  of  love. 

Father  !  father  !  though  she  leave  me, 

In  my  heart  she  still  will  shine ; 

Moon  or  maid,  love,  oh,  believe  me, 

I  am  thine  and  only  thine. 

Exit  Endymion,  l.,  the  others  following^  expressing 
in  dumb  show  their  fears  for  his  sanity.  , 

•.mJ.  --^eENE''l|lir'iill. — Plena's  TT^&r. 

iSnter  uupid,  r.  (p) 

Cupid.  Here  I  at  length  may  wander  with  impunity  • 

I’ve  played  the  dickens  with  the  whole  community. 
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They  scorned  me  once — now  I’m  a  welcome  guest ; 
My  arrows  make  a  quiver  in  each  breast. 

I’ve  done  the  job  my  mother  sent  me  arter  ; 

Proved  a  good  son  as  well  as  a  good  darter. 

But  who  comes  here  ? — sure  ’tis  my  old  friend,  Pan  ; 

I  hardly  knew  him.  Why,  what  ails  the  man  ? 

(: retires  up) 

[a  few  bars  of  11  Away  with  Melancholy ,’  on  the  Pandean 

pipes ,  outside) 

Enter  Pan,  l.,  playing  very  sorrowfully. 

Pan.  It’s  no  use,  Melancholy  won’t  away. 

Heigho  !  Alas  !  and  likewise  Well-a-day  i 
Nor  Lack-a- daisy !  should  omitted  be; 

And  p’raps  I  ought  to  mention  Woe  is  me  ! 

Poor  shattered  broken  Pan,  how  sad  thy  lot ! 

With  grief  and  sorrow  Pan  is  going  to  pot. 

Cupid,  [comes forward)  Why  Pan,  what’s  up? 

Pan.  What’s  up  ! — all’s  up  with  me. 

Cupid.  Not  all. — You’re  down  about  the  mouth,  I  see. 

Say  what  has  caused  this  melancholy  ? 

Pan.  You. 

Cupid.  That’s  right,  pitch  into  me — folks  always  do. 

Pan.  I  do  pitch  into  you,  you  vile  bewitcher. 

Cupid.  But  what’s  the  matter,  my  good  friend  and  pitcher  t 
Pan.  Diana’s  love — you  promised  I  should  win  it. 

Cupid.  Was  it  not  yours  ? 

Pan.  Yes — for  some  half  a  minute. 

Cupid.  Her  first  love  upon  you  I  made  her  cast. 

Pan.  Her  first  love  ! — true.  I  wish  you’d  made  it  last. 
Cupid.  Then,  you’ve  a  rival? 

Pan.  Not  one,  a  succession, 

Each  hour  sees  the  ar rival  of  a  fresh  ’un. 

Cupid.  Is  she  so  fickle  ? 

Pan.  Nothing  could  be  fickler. 

Cupid.  Who’s  now  her  lover  ? 

Pan.  No  one  in  particular. 

v-'  “Uuet. — “  Eve  hissed  aftd  Ife-prattledf^^f " 

Pan.  She’s  kissed  and  she’s  prattled  with  fifty  new  lovers, 
And  changed  them  as  often,  d’ye  see, 

For  the  moment  a  new  one  my  lady  discovers. 

It’s  all  with  the  old  one — U.  P. 
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Cupid.  ( laughing )  Well,  with  all  the  strange  tricks  I've 
e’er  played,  this  above 
All  others  sure  ranked  must  be ; 

Of  all  who  can  prove  the  power  of  love, 

The  goddess  Diana  for  me. 


Pan.  I’m  nicely  done — but,  can’t  you  help  me  ? 

Cupid.  Nay, 

How  can  I  ? — what’s  done  can’t  be  helped  they  say. 
But  think,  great  Pan,  is  this  a  time  to  fret  ? 

Our  youths  and  maidens,  in  your  honour  met, 

Now  celebrate  your  rites  with  dance  and  songs. 

Pan.  Bother  my  rites ! — I’m  thinking  of  my  wrongs. 
Taun.  ( outside )  Come,  lovely  nymph  ! 

Nyce.  [outside )  You  let  me  go,  I  say  ! 

Cupid.  Hark!  ’tis  Diana’s  nymphs — they  come  this  way. 
Pan.-  Do  they  ?  Then  I’ll  be  off!  /c.  ' 

Cupid.  *  Where  go  you  ? 

Pan.  I  ? 

Into  the  woods  to  have  another  cry.  Exit ,  R. 


Enter  a  troop  of  Nymphs,  l.,  struggling  with  Satyrs,  who 

laugh  at  them, 

Piiaun.  Why,  cruel  nymph,  your  faithful  faun  thus 
teasing  ? 

Polyd.  Because  your  fawning  ways  are  far  from 
pleasing. 

Nyce.  Help,  Cupid  !  help  us  ! 

Cupid.  Nothing  of  the  sort ; 

I’d  be  the  last  to  spoil  love-making  sport. 

Polyd.  But  in  this  charmed  retreat - 

Cufid.  Pooh !  Don’t  you  know 

The  charm  has  been  dissolved  some  days  ago  ? 

The  chaste  Diana  to  love’s  power  has  yielded, 

So,  from  love’s  darts  her  nymphs  no  more  are  shielded. 
Too  long,  already,  you’ve  my  power  withstood, 

(to  Satyrs)  Kiss  ’em  all  round,  lads,  it  will  do  them 
good.  N  Exit,  r. 

(dance  of  Nymphs  and  Satyrs — the  Satyrs  trying 
to  catch  them — the  Nymphs  coy  at  first,  gradually 
relenting) 


30 


ENDYMION. 


[SC.  Y. 


Enter  Diana,  l. 

Diana.  There,  that’s  enough.  Break  off — begone — d’ye 
hear?  Exeunt  Nymphs  and  Satyrs,  b. 

f calling  outside)  Now,  lovelvmortal.  enter  without  fear. 
Oh,  how  I  love  thee !  Say,  why  dost  thou  doubt  ? 


Actue.  Are  you  quite  sure  there  are  no  dogs  about  ? 
Diana.  Not  one,  I  swear. 

Act^:.  You’re  certain  of  the  fact? 

Diana.  My  favourite  pack,  for  your  sake,  off  I’ve  packed  ; 
No  yelping  cur  shall  scare  you  with  his  noise, 

Or  wag  his  cur-tail  to  curtail  your  joys. 

The  race  canine  I’ve  banished  many  a  mile  hence ; 
Listen,  the  woods,  maintain  a  dogged  silence. 

The  very  dog-rose  shall  not  bloom  to  spite  you ; 

I’ll  cut  my  trees  down  should  their  bark  affright  you  ; 
I’ll  bid  the  dog-star  not  to  shine  above  you ; 

Do  anything  to  prove  how  much  I  love  you. 

Sit  down. 

Act^e.  Upon  my  word  you’re  very  kind  ; 

{they  sit ,  realising  Landseer's  picture  of  “  Titania 
and  Bottom ”) 

I’ve  got  into  snug  quarters  here,  I  find. 

Diana.  .( caressing  his  stag’s  head j  My  nymphs,  then, 
rescued  you. 

Actue.  Oh  don’t — pray  don’t; 

I  shudder  when  you  name  it. 

Diana.  Then  I  won’t. 

Actus.  Those  horrid  dogs  to  eat  me  up  began, 

They  must  have  thought  I  was  a  dog's-meat  man! 
Your  nymphs  then  called  them  off — said  you  forgave 
me — 

Nay  more,  that  you  had  bid  them  fly  and  save  me. 
Diana.  Oh,  say  no  more,  ’tis  a  sore  subject. 

Actus.  Bight, 

I’m  a  sore  subject  too;  how  they  did  bite. 

No  more  on  that  head  though,  let’s  talk  of  this. 

( pointing  to  his  stag's  head ) 
Diana.  Oh  let  me  those  fine  branching  antlers  kiss. 

Actus.  With  this  stag’s  head  on,  sure  I  must  look  queer. 
Diana.  To  me  you  only  seem  a  perfect  dear. 
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Actje.  ell,  I’ll  not  quarrel  with  my  strange  condition  j 
As  Bottom  says,  u  I  have  an  exposition 
Of  sleep  come  on  me.”  (sleeps) 

^IANA:  _  Safe  from  all  alarms 

bleep  tliou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my  arms, 
bo  doth  that  rare  old  plant,  the  ivy  green, 

I  wine  round  the  oak — so  did  the  fairy  queen 
W  atch  o’er  a  sleeping  donkey — so,  alas  ! 

Does  many  a  woman  cling  hut  to  an  ass. 

♦ 

Enter  Cupid,  k. 

Cupid.  What  is’t  you  cling  to? 

I)!  an  a.  .  Eh  ?  what  brings  you  here  ? 

What  is  your  object? 

^UI>IB;  i’ll  soon  make  that  clear. 

I  o  ask  for  yours  I  see  I’ve  no  need ; 

It  our  object  there — ( pointing  to  Actaeon)  is  very 
plain  indeed. 

Is  that  a  thing  to  love  ? 

Diana.  What,  this  from  you  ? 

Who  taught  my  heart  to  love  ? 

^  UPI?‘  7-Til  1  grant  tllat  true  i 

I  did  ltd  loose  your  long  pent-up  affections. 

But  not  to  overflow  in  all  directions. 

True  love  should  to  one  object  be  confined, 

While  your  aim’s  at  embracing  all  mankind — 

Endymion — Pan— Orion - - 

Diana.  Hay,  desist 

Cupid.  Action  now - Shall  I  complete  the  list? 

The  poets  have  done  so  ;  but  recollect, 

Though  classical,  such  conduct’s  not  correct. 

Diana.  No  more  forgive  me,  Cupid,  I’ve  been  weak. 

v\  eak  !  I  ve  been  mad.  What  shall  I  do — oh,  speak  ? 
Cupid.  Love  him  who’s  worthy  of  you. 

Diana.  .  Speak  I  his  name? 

Cupid.  Endymion!  You’ve  forgotten  him— -for  shame! 
Diana.  Forgotten  him.  Oh  !  what  could  I  be  at. 

Forget  Endymion,  for  a  thing  like  that. 

This  hideous  monster — this  mis-shapen  heap  ! 

Actae.  ( sleeping )  Diana ! 

Cupid.  Hark  !  he’s  talking  in  his  sleep. 
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Act je.  Kiss  me,  Diana. 

Diana.  ’Tis  too  much,  I  vow. 

Act^e.  Kiss  me  again. 

Diana.  Again ! 

Cupid.  Tou  did  just  now. 

Diana.  ( indignant )  I  like  his  impudence. 

Cupid.  "Well — truth  to  speak 

A  short  time  since  you  seemed  to  like  his  cheek. 
Diana.  Ho,  Nymphs !  undo  the  spell.  Take  off  his 
mock  head ; 


Enter  Nymphs,  r. 

And  having  done  so,  then  take  off  the  blockhead 
Let  me  ne’er  see  him  more.  Come,  Cupid,  quick, 
Henceforth  alone  I’ll  to  Endymion  stick. 

Cupid.  Your  sticking  to  him,  all  his  woes  will  master; 
Come  then,  and  heal  love’s  wounds  with  sticking  plaster. 
Exeunt  Cupid  and  Diana  hastily,  l. — Nymphs 
surround  Action,  and  arouse  him. 

Clym.  Now  then,  wake  up  ! 

Act^e.  ( starting  up)  What’s  this? — where  am  I? 
Clym.  (to  Nymphs)  Stay 

Let’s  play  a  trick  with  him,  girls — what  do  you  say . 
(i calling )  Hi  1  dogs  ? 

AcTiE.  Dogs  ! — murder ! 

Clym.  What  is  it  you  fear  ? 

Act^e.  Your  dogs — where  are  they  ? 

Clym.  {pointing,  r.)  Here. 

Pol  yd.  (pointing ,  l.)  And  here. 

Nyce.  {pointing ,  c.)  And  here. 


Song  and  Chorus. — Air ,  u  Dixey’s  Land ”  {Buckley's 

Serenaders ). 

Actas.  Oh,  I  wish  I  was  away  from  here, 

’Tis  the  Isle  of  Dogs,  to  Barking  near. 
Nymphs.  They’re  at  hand,  they’re  at  hand, 

They’re  at  hand,  they’re  at  hand. 

AcTiE.  To  Dixey’s  Land  I  fain  would  flee, 

Wherever  Dixey’s  Land  may  be. 

Nymphs.  They’re  at  hand,  &c. 

Act^e.  Yes,  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixey - 

All.  Oh  1 


c/l>  £  'See.  S&’tS? 
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Or  anywhere,  I  don't  care  much, 
I  think  bolt  to  Dixey. 


Nymphs.  They’re  at  hand,  &c. 

(i during  this  Action  frisks  about  like  a  stag — 
the  Nymphs  standing  round  clapping  their  hands , 
laughing ,  tyc. — at  the  end  of  the  song  Action 
falls  on  his  knees) 

Actje.  Spare  me!  of  a  poor  stag  why  thus  make  game? 

Clym.  Off  with  his  head  !  So  much  for — what’s  his  name  ? 
(Nymphs  take  off  his  stag's  heady  and  exeunt 
r.) 


Act^e.  All  gone!  What’s  this? — I’ve  somehow  got  new 
pluck —  {feeling  for  his  hornSy  as  Bottom  does ) 
I  feel  myself  a  swell,  now — not  a  buck. 

Methought  I  was— there’s  no  man  can  tell  what : 
Methought  I  had — and  yet,  it  seems,  I’ve  not. 

I  dreamt  they’d  made  a  stag  of  me— strange  dreams ; 
They’ve  only  made  an  ass  of  me,  it  seems. 

Song, — u  Air,  Old  Bob  Ridley {Buckley' s) . 

Oh,  wise  folks,  pray  give  ear  to  my  ditty ; 

The  fog,  you  see  me  in,  please  to  pity. 

Am  I  stag,  or  am  I  not? 

I  know  not  who’s  who,  or  what’s  what. 

It’s  all  a  riddle,  heigho  ! 

This  indiwiddle,  heigho ! 

Is  sold  and  diddled,  heigho  ! 

Singing  fol-de-riddle  hi-ho ! 

Dances  u  Jockey  Hornpipe and  exity  l. 


Scene  Sixth. — Endymion' s  Home.  , 

{as  the  Beene  closes  in ,  a  set  piece  in  Scene  Five  draws  off 
and  discovers  Endymion  reclining  on  a  couch) 

Concerted,  Music. — Air,  u  Oh  dear ,  what  can  the  matter  bet ” 

Endym.  ( rising )  Fair  goddess  Diana,  how  could  you  so 
cruel  be  ? 

Pbona.  (< entering  with  gruel ,  R.)  Come,  my  dear  brother, 
all  cold  will  your  gruel  be. 

iETHLi.  ( entering ,  l.)  Keep  up  your  pecker,  lad,  soon  all 
right  you  will  be. 

Puta.  ( entering ,  r.)  Time  for  your  draught,  I  declare. 
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Endym. 

Peona. 

Endym. 

^Ethli. 

Endym. 

Puta. 


Oh !  dear ! 

What  can  the  matter  be? 
Queer  I  queer 


v 

/ 

a-* 


What  can  the  matter  be? 
laying  his  hand  on  his  heart)  Here!  here! 

What  should  the  matter  be  ? 

Something's  gone  wrong  with  him  there. 
Endym.  Oh  dear,  &c.  ( repeat  in  chorus) 


The  others. 


What  can  the  matter  be,  &c. 


Endym.  Oh  moon — oh  moon — oh  lovely  moon  ! 

./Ethli.  Be  still. 

The  moon  can’t  cure  you,  boy. 

Endym.  But  I’m  not  ill. 

My  case  is  strange — romantic — without  doubt. 
uEthli.  Yes,  your  rum  antics  ’tis  we  can’t  make  out. 
Endym.  Fair  moon,  I’ve  watched  for  thee  for  nights  together. 
Peona.  How  silly  of  you,  in  this  dreadful  weather. 

Endym.  True,  for  thick  mists  have  hid  her  from  my  sight. 
AEthli.  And  given  you  a  cold — which  serves  you  right. 
Endym.  I’ve  put  my  foot  in  it.  In  vain  I’ve  sought  her. 
Puta.  What  y4B  should  put  loth  feet  in,  is  hot  water. 

You’ve  got  low  influenza.  >  /  -  •  \ 

Endym.  No— my  senses 

Tell  me  I’m  under  higher  influences. 

Swpt  spirit  of  night  I  ah  !  could  I  thee  behold. 

Puta.  Sweet  spirit  of  nitre  p’raps  might  cure  your  cold. 
•Peona.  Then  you  ne’er  eat.  Why’s  that  ? 

Endym.  Don’t  ask  me,  please. 

I’m  bad  at  dinners,  ’cause  I’m  ill  at  ease,  (at  teas ) 
Puta.  So  strange  a  case  might  baffle  e'en  my  skill. 

Will  nothing  cure  you  ? 

Endym.  ( starting  up)  Yes — see  there’s  what  will. 

The  clouds  disperse — away  my  sorrows  roll ; 

Joy,  happiness,  and  moonshine  fill  my  soul. 

(a  stream  of  moonlight  comes  in  at  the  window) 
Bright  silvery  beams  you’ve  cured  me. 

A3thli.  ’Tis  most  strange. 

Out  of  that  silver  to  get  so  much  change. 

Endym.  And  look — tis  she — look,  father — look,  Peona, 
Diana’s  self,  in  propria  persond.  * 

Enter  Diana  by  window ,  l.  c. — Endymion  kneels  to  her , 

Endym.  Beautiful  goddess ! 
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Diana.  Rise,  beloved  youth. 

Long  enough  I’ve  made  trial  of  your  truth, 
i  ou  recollect  that  night  on  Latinos’  height ! 

Endym.  Who  could  forget  it  ? 

Diana,  (confused)  Eh!  Well  some  folks  might. 

rso  matter.  Then  you  promised  me  you’d  be 
_  Constant  and  true — love  me  and  only  me. 

Endym.  I’ve  kept  my  word. 

DlANwu-!  t  1  know  ti—to  the  letter. 

While  I - 


*««♦  ■«< 


Cupid. 


Enter  Cupid,  hastily ,  n.,  -- 
ujpid.  (aside  toher)  The  less  said  on  that  point  the  better. 
Diana,  [aside  to  him )  Spare  me. 

Cupid.  I  will.  You’re  sure  you’re  cured  though’ 
Dun.i.  5Ufe, 

Jupid.  No  more  flirtations. 

Diana.  *Never  more. 

—  .  All  right. 

Take  her,  Endymiolf  So  true  heaH  to  heart, 

By  love  united,  never  more  to  part.  * 

(Endymion  and  Diana  embrace d 
Pan  runs  in ,  r. 

Pan.  Stop  !  I  forbid  the  banns. 

i  p1™;,  ,  .  Na7>  jou’re  too  late. 

II  an.  She  s  mine,  1 11  swear,  ’fore  any  magistrate'. 

Cupid.  No  magistrate  you  need — your  uproar  cease. 


<  ( pointing  to  Endymion  and  Diana)  -  n 
Here  s  the  poetic  justice  of  the  piece.  J.  C'Or*< 

Act/eon  runs  in,  l.,  divested  of  his  stag’s  head i 
Act.®.  W  hat  s  to  become  of  me  .then  ? 


Sir — this  rudeness  ! 


,  Supely  you’ve  lost  your  head. 

AcTtr‘  „  1  have?  thank  goodness. 

No  more  your  nymphs  at  my  stag’s  hend  will  scoff 
F-st  they  made  game  of  it— 4hen  took  it  off 


fll,  well,  Action,  j^ou 


mUU.  ojjldll 

'or  alivthe  curious  tricks  pn  you  J 
rVe  giv’n  up  hunting,  so  kl 
iTo^you  th6$e  woHd-rentewni 


Sec  c.  /?- 

y~  j  - *,w  " ^ preiervefcof  hainfc,  <r' 

AcTufc.  %ffhunting  grounds!  Huzza  I  Yoicks!  Tally-ho* 

HlTPin  Ro  nmof  rln  * 


|f  /  ^  ^ry  t  l 

Cupid.  Be  quiet,  do. 

Alpii.  ( outside )  Cupid,  ahoy! 


Halloa ! 
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Enter  Alpheus  and  Arethusa,  l. 

Here’s  Arethusa,  too,  at  last  relented. 

Alph.  Yes,  I’ve  the  darling  somehow  circumvented. 
Arethu.  True,  I've  consented  to  be  sacrificed. 

We’re  going  to  be - 

j  .  Alph.  Say  the  word,  dear,  “  splieed.” 

So  all  are  satisfied,  I  hope. 

Oulud  “fi*****-  Take  heed ! 

All  satisfied  !  Dare  we  hope  that  indeed? 

(jltf&twlbmm*.  I  am,  for  one. 

Alph.  And  so  am  I. 

Cupid.  .  P  ooh — pooh ! 

That’s  not  the  question.  May  I  ask  are  you  ? 

(to  Audience ) 

Endymion  now  to  Luna’s  throne  ascends, 

Nor  fears  to  fall,  if  upheld  by  his  friends. 


Your  favour  grant,  iMjf'saiety  that  secures, 
Ere  making  jw ascent,  say^  jyjKfe  gained  yours. 


Finafe^:-'u  Crown 

Cupid.  Now  thro’  the  skies  Endymion  flies, 

Do  you  uphold  him  in  his  flight, 
Your  hands  extend,  your  succour  lend, 
Let  not  Endymion  fall  to-night. 
Arethu.  I  once  ran  fast — now  caught  at  last, 

No  more  my  lover  will  I  shun. 

Alph.  With  joy  supreme  a  running  stream 
I’ll  be,  while  we’re  allowed  to  run. 
ActA2.  I,  a  sportsman,  should  be  wrong, 
Deeming  any  run  too  long. 

Pan.  I’ll  run — for  Pans  when  broken  s 

Always  run  you  know. 

"MV  taiflPij  ftcheived,  applaud  1 
labour 


Thei 


you  say  nay. 

rou  uo. 


Ysmile  care  beguile,  glad  our  ears  witn  yoi 


All  (da  capo )  Now  through  the  skies,  ^c. 

( Scene  opens  and  discovers  Endymion  and  I  ^na 
ascending  in  a  crescent  moon  to  the  Silver  T  ^om 
of  Luna) 

Curtain. 
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